


The Tragedie 

fllou hadftcald me all thefe bitter names. 

Mar, Why fo I did, but loo% for no reply: 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

Glo. 7"isdoneby me andendsin Margaret, (felfe, 

■Qtt. Thus haue you breathed your curfe again (I your 
M Poore painted Qucenc,vaine flounfli of my for- 
Woy ftrewft thou fuger on that botlcd fpider, (tune: 

Whole deadly web mfnareth thccabopt? 

Foole, foole, r hou whetft a knife to kill thy lelfe, ~ 

The time will come when thou lhalt wilh for me, 

To helpe thee curie that peifoned bunchbackr roade, 

Haft Faife boatfilTJ; woman, end thy frantike curfe, 

Lea ft to thy harfbe thouTaotie our patience. 

Sin- M. Foule fhame vnon you, you haue oil mou’d mine, 
Rt. Wereyouivcll feru’d you would be taught your duty. 
M. Fo lerue me welt, you all (hould.do medutie. 
Teach me to be your i Queene,andyou my fubciifts: 

Oifcrue me wel I, and teach your Iclues that dutie. 

Dor(. Difpute not with her, (lie islunatique. 

Qu.M. Peacemaker Marqueife, you are malapert, 

Your fire-new ftampe of honour is Icarcc currant; 

O that your young nobilitie eould iudge, 

XFhat t’were to loofc h and be milcrablc? 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fhake them, 

Ac\d if they fail they dalh themlelues to pecces. 

Glo. Good coumell marry, learne it, learnc it Marques. 
Dorf. lttouchethyou( my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, bud was borne fo high, 

Our aicry bilildeth in thcCsdars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes thefunne. 

£>u. M. And.turnes the funne to fliade, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne, now in the Ihade of death, 

Whofe bright outlliining beamcs,thy cloudie wrath, 

Hath in cternall darlcnelfc foulded vp : 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neaft.. 

GGod that feeft it, do notfuffer it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, loft be itfo. 

Buck. Haue done for iliame if not for charitie. 

J5Z&M v rgc neither charitie nor lhame to me, 

^nchaf. 
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of Richard the tim’d. 

V’ncharifably with me haue you dealt. 

And lhamcfully bv.you my hopes arc butcher d, 

My charitie is outrage,iife roy flume, 

And in my flume ftill liue my forrowes rage. 

Buck- Haue done. 

$LM*n O princely Buckingham,! will kitfe thy hand, 

In figne ofleague and amitie with thee : r 

Now fa i re be fall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments arc not fpotred with our bloud, 

Nor thou within the compare of my curfe. 

Buck. Nor no one here, f or curies neuer 
Thelips ofthofe that breath them in thc jyr^ . Q 
M. He not belceue but they afeendthe skie. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyondcr dog, * 

Loekcwhen he fawnes,hc bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their marfces on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhelay my LordofBuckinghatn^ 

Buck. Nothing that I refpeeft my gracious Lord. 

£KMar. What doeft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And foothetbcdiuell that I warne thee from? (fell, 

O but remember this another day, 

When he (hall fp'itthy very heart withferrow. 

And fay poorc Margaret was a prophetefle : 

Liue each of you the fubiedts of his hate, 

And he to you,a nd all of you to Gods. Exit. 

Haft. My baire doth ftand on end to heare her curfes, 

. Riu. And f odo. th mine, I wonder llieesatlibcrtie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had to© much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Qh. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you.haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

Iwas too hot to dolome body good, 

That is toocoldein thinking ofitnow: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

C i He 
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